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Perhaps we have not been so glad to see anyone, in a
long time, as we were to behold the new coach. We who
have been on the anxious seat for some time can now lean
back with a sigh of relief, which is the first long breath
we have dared to take in the last six weeks. Mr. Bean is
an old football player from the University of Wisconsin,
and has already shown his ability as a coach by the pro
gress the team has made in a few practices.

Our football team is a practical example of “the surviv
al of the fittest,” from a physical standpoint. He whose
bones are least susceptible to breaks, is the one who stands
MISSOULA, MONTANA, NOVEMBER, 1900.
the best show to remain on the team. Our invalids are all
convalescing.
Mr. Berry, the last hero, has been cultivating
T H E K A IM IN — NOVEM BER NUM BER.
his patience and incidentally healing his collar bone, by
We wish to aknowledge the generous response to our - lying flat on his back.
pleas in the previous issue, in regard to the furnishing of
We wonder why there was no demonstration in chapel
material in the columns of the Kaimin. We were compell**
the
day
after election. Were the democrats too cast down uy
ed by the force of circumstances to run the risk of being
the
result
to make themselves evident, or were the repub
more than usually tiresome, in repeating what we had so
licans
small
in number, or—what? There certainly was
often said before. But we are glad to say that our efforts
*
enough
enthusiasm
exhibited by the students at the politi
were not without success, and we feel decidedly encour
cal
meetings
during
the campaign. And that reminds us,
aged. However, we are not satisfied yet. Kindly let the
will the politicians kindly take note that the University of
good work go on. We will let you know when we have too
Montana is located at Missoula, and is the highest educa
much.
tional institution in the state?
The dying cause of football has been recuscitated, and
has once more resumed active life. Just at present he
The local editor mentioned in the previous issue that
is a pretty robust kind of a fellow, too. He didn’t want to
the students were planning a banquet on the birds’ nests
die a bit, but if he could not have the right kind of medi
donated to the museum. There has been another gift lately
cine, there seemed to be no hope for him. Fortunately
in the form of powder and other explosives from the San
assistance came before the last gasp, in the form of a most
Francisco Powder Co., and we are now contemplating an
powerful stimulant, known in commercial circles as the
extensive “blow out” in the near future. (Pardon us.)
Almighty Dollar; and after a liberal dose of the medicine,
together with an application of enthusiasm upon his faint
The faculty has recently been augmented by the arrival
ing heart, he revived, enjoyed a rapid convalescence, and
of Mr. John F. Davies of Butte, whise reputation as an ex
is now the most prominent figure in University life. We
pert librarian is national. Mr. Davies will rearrange the
acknowledge gratefully the efficient efforts of the doctors.
books in the library upon the Dewey system, and may give
a course in library instruction. The work on the rearrange
Speaking of football, what is the matter with the
ment of the library is already under progress, and promises
“Football Aid?” That ardent appeal to the flute-like voices
to
supply the librarian and assistant with work for some
of the fair co-eds certainly struck home. We have so long
time
to come.
enjoyed the reputation for having shrill voices, we 'might
The board of directors also appointed Prof. Rowe of
as well have the game as the name, and put our powers to
Butte as instructor in physics, but Mr. Rowe was unable to
some practical us&. And, as an afterthought, we hope that
accept the position. His successor has not yet been chosen.
young lady who rushed frantically down the hall recently
Entered as Second Class mall matter at the postofflce at Missoula, Montana.

shrieking “help!” in a piercing falsetto is a member of
the society. Her assistance is valuable.
Seriously, however, the society is a good thing, and is
accomplishing a great deal. It shows that the enthusiasm
for athletics is not copfined to the masculine portion of
our student body.

The literary societies have taken hold of their work
with enthusiasm this fall, and are giving promise of a most
successful year. New members are being admitted by
eights and nines, and a new interest is making itself mani
fest. We believe the year 1900-01 will prove the most prof
itable period in the history of the societies.
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Patrick Murphy became instantly indignant. “Don't get
angry, Pat, me dhrlin,’ ’ said Mike, “I'm Irish, too, but if
we can’t joke among ourselves, sure we daren’t try it with
My friends, I introduce you to Mr. Michael McNally,
others.’”
not because he is a heio in any sense of the word, not be
cause his name will ever brighten any page of history;
But if this generous temper made Michael McNally
but for the simple reason that it may afford you pleasure
friendly toward men of all nationalities and all classes,
it did not prevent him from being an enemy to himself.
to make the acquaintance of one who has called so many
Money never tarried with him, and his love of drink
smiles into this world of ours.
Michael McNally is an Irishman by birth, and is proud
was just as inherent as his humor. There were times when
of it; be is an American by naturalization, and is prouder
he deplored this bitterly, times when he plunged into the
still of that. I have met Americans who ciaim direct de
deepest melancholy and bemoaned himself in every possible
way. His friends were' often frightened at the intensity
scent from those who signed the Declaration of Independ
of
his moods, and here and there one more faithful than the
ence, but never have I met one into whose eyes leaped that
passionate gleam of patriotism which illuminate those of
rest, tried to reform him; but temptation was on every
side, and poor Mike McNally was only able to fight with
Michael McNally while watching our flag unfurled. “Sure
it is grand,” he exclaimed on one occasion, “to see those
his love of drink as a little child would combat with some
little stars twinkle and dance in the breath of freedom.” great, hideous shadow that enveloped him at every turn.
Remembering how Ireland had been oppressed by English
With his customary unselfishness, however, Mike endeav
ored to pilot others about the pit into which he himself
rule doubtless endeared American freedom to him, and he
often told boyish experiences, illustrating how even as a
had fallen. A country boy one day, standing in front of a
saloon, was called by a merry fellow to go in and hear a
child he was sensible of the injustice which his people
suffered.
new piece of music and take a drink. The boy hesitated;
It was customary at the opening of each service in
he had never been in a saloon, but the temptation was
insidious and he yielded; he walked up to the bar and lift
the Catholic church for the priest to make a prayer, dur
ed the liquor to his lips, but just then a peculiar hissing
ing which the congregation knelt on benches. The father
sound came from the bottom of the glass. The boy low
called divine blessing upon his people, upon those in au
ered it with a look of blank astonishment. He raised it
thority everywhere, and always mentioned the ruler of
again slowly, but the hissing was repeated, and an invis
Great Britain. But whenever the queen’s name was spoken
ible spirit spoke from the depth of the goblet, “There’s an
Mikey would throw all his weight upon ms feet, carefully
adder in the cup; there’s grief in every sup.” The lad, pale
holding his knees aloof from the bench, for he was by no
means willing God should think him praying for the powers
faced and terrified, dropped the glass and hastened home
to tell his mother; and she, good soul that she was, thought
of England.
While still young, Michael McNally crossed the deep
that her dear son had witnessed a miracle, while poor Mike
waters and landed in New York. He was not long in this
wandered down the dark street wonderfhg how many good
great city when, in an accidental manner, It was revealed
deeds would offset his own evil habit.
to him that he possesed the strange power of a ventrilo
Nor was the incident related above the only time when
quist. Fortunately, or unfortunately, as tne case proved
Mike’s queer power of ventriloquism championed the right.
to be, young McNally was soon able to secure a rather
There was an Irishman well known to Mike who was a ter
lucrative position with a traveling company. Mike became
rible tyrant in his home; he had a pretty little wife, con
a star in his profession, for while being perfect as a ven
siderably younger than himself, of whom he was jealous
triloquist he possessed natural dramatic ability, and all
beyond all reason. He never allowed her to attend enter
the wit characteristic of a shrewd Irishman; then he won
tainments except in his company, and he often objected
audiences, won individuals; you could no more close your
then. Now, as it happened, on a certain evening there
heart against Michael McNally than against a sunbeam
was a party to be given, which Mrs. McCarty especially
the laugh of a child, or the first chirrup of a robin upon
wished to attend, and her husband refused her request
some early spring morning. In every expression of face,
to go. Mike heard the particulars of the case, and his
in every tone of voice, and in every gesture, there was that
sympathies were at once enlisted.
which told of a heart overflowing with good humor; that
He called on Mrs. McCarty early in the evening,told her
which made you understand in some mysterions way how
to attend the party and he would guarantee that Mr. Mc
quickly Mike McNally would bestow upon you the last thing
Carty would find no fault with her for it. Now Molly’s
he had, whenever he beheld your need greater than his
conscience objected a little to this arrangement, but anger
own.
at her husband’s conduct, and the desire to go, finally ovefHis jokes were often very pointed, his sarcasm pierc
came her scruples, and she went.
ing, but there was always a fairness and inoffensiveness in
Mike walked about a little with his hands In his pock
his distribution of them. While making merry with his coun
ets and a puzzling smile on his face; then lie went into
trymen upon one occasion he told a very amusng incident
the yard and caught an old black hen. Thereupon he pro
wherein the Irishman got much the worst of the .bargain.
ceeded to cut the feathers close to the body at irrregular
Now, whenever a son of Erin listens to an Irishman tell
intervals, and the prominent bunches which were .left,
a story about an Irishman, he expects his countryman rep he alternately painted a bright green and red; the wings
resented in that story to come out ahead. So a young
and a spot on the breast were left black. The poor fowl
. . M I C H A E L M c N A L L Y ; OR, A V E N T R I L O U I S T .
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was now rolled up in a gunny sack and placed in the sit
ting room, McCarty’s favorite haunt. There was a closet
at one end of the room and McNally slipped into it, leaving
a small opening, however, that he might peer out. He had
not long to wait for McCarty’s arrival; in came the master
of the house. With heavy step he walked up and hung his
hat on the familiar peg; and, throwing himself into a chair
yelled out, “Molly!” Now, whether or not his voice
startled the unlucky fowl in the sack, I am unable to say,
but certain it is that she thereupon began to scramble
about frantically, and at last succeeded in finding an open
ing to her strange prison.
By this time McCarty’s whole attention had become
riveted upon the proceeding. Imagine, if you can, the
feelings of a superstitious Irishman whose, conscience has
been troubling him all day, in such a predicament, in a
room lonely and still, with the shadows of eve throwing
their elfish forms about, and confronted with an apparition
liket his. The old hen seemed somewhat dazed, too. She
walked out slowly, turning her head from side to side;
Uttering an indistinct “cluck, cluck, cluck.”
The perspiration broke out on McCarty’s forehead;
he arose, crossed himself saying: “In the name of the
Father, the Son and the Holy Gnost, 1 command thee to
arise from where thou now art, to alight on a rock in the
sea’s midst and to descend from thence to the uttermost
depths.”
Mike laughed softly to himself; it was plain McCarty
was trying to banish the devil. But the persistant spirit
in answer to McCarty’s elaborate injunction simply re
plied, “cluck, cluck, cluck.”
Now, McCarty was greatly disturbed at this; he was
pretty sure that he had said the charm correctly, but
thinking a mistake possible, he repeated his coinnyind
with all due care, but still the spirit of darkness remained.
Now, in despair, McCarty turned his back toward the
loathed object, and peering at it over his houlder, cried,
“get thee behind me, Satan!” Then the spirit spoke:
“Reform as a husband, or by St. Peter I’ll drag thee with
me into the depths. This was too much. McCarty broke
and ran from the house. Mike walked out then, took the
old hen in his arms and carried her home. He .would
make good the loss of the hen sometime, but it would never
do to let MclCarty meet thed evilin his chicken coop.
That gentleman returned about the noon hour of the
next day, haggard and timid, but Molly welcomed him
kindly and begged him to forgive her disobendience in at
tending the party.
“Molly,” said he in a strained voice, “since the devil’s
after takin’ your part, I guess you can go where you please
after this.”
We leave this and the great number of amusing inci
dents that clustered about the career of Michael McNally,
and turn to that event which resulted in saving him from
himself.
He had occasion, one day, to ride to a ranch some
twenty miles from the town where he was at this time
' residing. -He mounted hi's horse early in the afternoon
and set forth on his journey. Now Mike ha dbeen drink
ing quite freely before starting, and he carried two bottles

of brandy in his coat, so that he lost his full sense of di
rections, and, as evening approached, he became more and
more confused about his way.
Sudddenly, however, he beheld a man naer the road
and he hastened to him. “Good day, partner.; can ye tell
me where ye are?” he called out. No answer. “I say,
friend, can ye tell me who lives somewhere about here?”
No answer. “What’s the matter with ye? Take a drink
anyhow,” said McNally, pulling out one of his bottles.
Still there was no anwer. This was more than Mike could
bear, so he rolled from his horse and jerked off his coat
to settle the impudent stranger. But as Mike approached,
lifting his hand menacingly, he perceived that his antago
nist was a straw man.
A bewildered expression came over his face and a
foolish smile crept to his lips. Very slowly he reached
up and pulled off his hat; then bending on one knee before
the straw man he made a profound bow, saying: “I beg
your pardon,” and remounted his horse.
Now, luckily for Mike, his friend had been watching
this pioceeding and laughed heartily at Mike’s explanation
of the circumstance. He was a good man; he hated McNallys’ fault, but he liked McNally, and understood him;
so, in the morning, he begged Mike to give up the mode of
life that was constantly putting him in the way of tempta
tion, which he knew, by experience, he was not strong
enough to resist. He offered then to give Mike work and
good wages, and to the honor of Mike, be it said, ne
accepted the offer, and, although not strong, he earned
nis salary well, for he was most faithful, and was ever a
pleasure and encouragement to the men» who worked with
nim.
Children for many miles about know and love McNally,
who can so strangely put a speaking tongue into every
bird, flower, tree or beast. He is getting old now, but life
is still bright and beautiful to him; he has not much money
laid by, but always enough for the needy who cross his
pathway; and never does a Christmas eve pass that his
hands do not pack some basket for the poor, so that
Christ’s birthday shall not be forgotten. Often he personi
fies jolly St. Nicholas himself, and surely that mysterious
personage never had a better representative.
T H E OLD AND T H E NEW .

The new boy lingered in the hall,
Whence all the old had ed;
The thought of watching cue office door
Had never entered his head.
The ‘sophy’ hastened to the side
Of the laddie that was new,
And from the pocket of his old coat
He drew the rules ’us true.
“Just let me read the college law,
The rule that numbers ten,
And on peril of your life, young man,
Don’t break that rule again.”
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Tnence tue ,“0 1 (1 ° man began to read,
In a voice easily beard by all,
“Lest you should disturb tue school,
Never talk while in the hail.”
The little man, who had spoken not,
Now breathed a word or two,
“Oh! kind sir, don’t read so loud,
The faculty’ll be after you.”
—B. R. S.
M EN TA L DRUNKARDS.

We read in Acts how the "Athenians spent their time
in nothing else but either to tell or to hear some new thing.”
The desire for something new did not lead them to accept
Christianity, then the newest thing at their command.
Nay, not the new, but the novel was what they sought—
constant change, novel sensations were their aim. The
love for intellectual excitement, then, as today, wrought a
mental dissipation, which destroyed all genuine interest in
truth, ail mutual earnestness.
“Who reads incessantly,
And to his reading brings not
A genius and spirit equal or superior,
Uncertain and unsettled still remains
Deep versed in books and shallow in himself.”
Knowledge of books and a habit of careful reading
gives mental breadth. But “let him that readeth under
stand.” The habit of reading may become an evil instead
of the great benefit it should be. The passipn for novel
reading, in particular, may become a disease. The rum
drinker follows one glass of spirits with another; so novel
after novel may be swallowed, until mental imbecility
ensues and we have the mental drunkard.
There are myriads today whose sole reading is cheap
literature. The youthful reader of the novel is held spell
bound by the exciting story and awakens to find that his
appetite for the novel, like that for confectionery, enfeebles
his appetite for all other food. He becomes very soon an
intellectual voluptuary, with feeble judgment, a vague mem
ory and an incessant craving for some new excitement.
He cares little for the novel of character, contrasted with
the novel of incident. He reads simply for the story, and
the stories which are sensational, exciting, are the ones
that please him best. Exclusive and excessive novel read
ing is to the mind as a kind of intellectual opium eating
in its stupifying and bewildering influence on the judgment.
An inveterate novel reader speedily becomes a literaiy
roue; it is often true that a youth in his teens becomes
almost an intellectual idiot or an effiminate weakling by
living exclusively upon the enfeebling swash or poisoned
stimulants, that are sold sc readily under the titles of tales
and novels. Young ladies read themselves down into an
utter waste and frivolity of thought, feeling and purpose.
The trashy literature, in which they delight, becomes the
cheap and vapid representation of their empty minds, their
heartless affections and their frivolous characters. Mem
ory, judgment and the faculties of comparison and reason
are not exercised in reading a sensational story. The inter

est felt is of a purely passive nature and injury rather
than good results.
Reading is more than the amusement of an hour and
the gratification of a capricious fancy; it is an employ
ment which may leave behind the most powerful impress
for good, or which may reduce the soul to utter barrenness
and waste, and even scathe it as with devouring fire.
It is pleasant to imagine' the time when books and
reading for the people shall become altogether good in
their influence; when their agency, which is to the health
of the mind what the atmosphere is to that of the body,
shall be like a fine June or October morning, invigorating,
exciting, inspiring—an atmosphere in whose ureath is no
poison, detected or concealed.
MYRTLE WEBER.
Y. M. C. A.

A new factor has entered the field of our college work,
and one which will without doubt have a lasting and bene
ficial influence upon the social and moral life of our school.
Of the things which have been the most needed among our
boys has been some force which would bring them into
a closer, more intimate and more cordial relationship.
It was for the purpose of helping to supply such a need
that the organization of the Y. M. C. A. was effected; and
we trust that every young man in the college will do his
utmost to make the move a success.
The membership roll and the spirit evinced so far
have been most gratifying. Twenty-nine names are upon
the secretary’s book under the heading of either active or
associate members.
A Bible class has already been organized with a member
ship numbering twenty. Rev. Walter Hays has generously
agreed to act as the instructor of the Bible class, and the
meetings will be held at his rooms in the Union block.
One of the chief aims of .the association will be to look
after new students; to get them interested in the work
of the association, to make them feel acquainted and at
home in the school and see that they get a good start in
every way. A special committee has this work in hand.
We are under great obligations to Mr. Colton for the
vigorous manner in which he has started the association
work and for the encouragement and sound advice which
he gave during his short stay among us. The memory of
the meetings which the boys had with him will no doubt
be to them helpful and enduring.
At the first regular meeting, which was held October
28, the following officers were elected: Prsident, Benja
min Stewart; vice-president, Prof. W. D. Harkins; corre
sponding and recording secretary, Geo. H. Greenwood;
treasurer, Walter Hay. Men wishing to become members
should see Giant McGregor, chairman of the committee
on membership.
BEN STEWART.
N O T W H O L L Y A H O R S E L E S S AGE.

The Greek profesor sat in his chair;
“When,” quoth he, “in this horseless age
His brow was marked .with dire despair.
Will the horseless student come on the stage?”

T H E K A IM IN .
IN S P I R A T IO N OF W O R K .

Once in a sun baked desert*.
Far away in a tropical land.
Rose a statue of marvellous grandeur,
Out of the heated sand.
And thousands crossed the desert,
And came from far overt he sea
To gaze on this wonderful image,
And worship on bended knee.
Many cried out in devotion,
“’Tis a God we have come to view,
The ruler of earth and heaven;
Command thou, and that will we do.”
But others cried in derision,
“It is nought but a block of stone
Carved by some lonely genius,
Unheeded and unknown.”
And thus passed on the ages.
Man died and was born again,
But still lose that wonderful image
Revered and admired by men.
Some doubting, some believing,
Some .scoffing turned away,
While some gave costly gifts to save
Their souls on judgment day.
At last the idol crumbled,
The granite turned to dust;
Yet many remember the statue still
That was once the desert’s trust.
No one thought of the maker;
H,is name remained unknown,
But his deed lived on in the hearts of men
After centuries had flown.
’Tis thus as time moves onward;
Though the workman be forgot,
The work forever inspires some soul
To p. pure and noble thought.
—L. S.
T H E PROGRESS OF A M E R IC A N L I T E R A T U R E .

In the last issue of the Kaimin appeared an article by
someone in the “Scroll,” on the subject of American Liter
ature, the burden of whose theme was that there is no such
thing as American literature. We do not know how emin
ent a personage the author of the article may be, but we
know that we never heard of him' before and we even for
get his name now, whicn may be proof of our alarmingly
uninformed mind. However, seeking refuge under the fact
that we are ignorant of his personality, we venture to jot
down a few points in which we find ourself at variance
with him.

9

The continent of America has been in existence, so far
as its relations with other countries are concerned, but a
little over four hundred yeais. The first three hundred
years of its history were consumed in the efforts toward
the settlement and permanent establishment of colonies,
and were characterized by arduous labor, appalling suffer
ing and whole-hearted, downright determination on the
part of the settlers to make themselves a home. These
years represent the birth 0 1 the nation. The years that have
followed have marked he various periods in its growth and
development. It was not until the advent of Washington
Irving, 300 years after the flist landing of Columbus, that
America showed any evidence of creating a literatue of
its own. But when the “History of New York, by Deidrich
Knickerbocker” appeared, it was hailed with delight by
the people of both continents. Ijt appealed, not omy to Amer
icans, to whom much of it was familiar as caricatuiing the
Dutch inhabitants of New York, but also to the readers on
the British Island and to the critics on the continent, who
had at their command all the best literature of the world
with which to compare it as a standard. The description
of the Alhambra, redolent as it is wih romance, and the
quaint weird tales of the “Sketch Book” have Survived the
attacks of subsequent critics, and today constitute an im
portant part of American lierature.
The work of Washington Irving also served as a stim
ulus to other literary activity, and from that time on the
muse was busily engaged in her work of inspiration. None
of the literary products of this period were proof against
the test of time however, and cannot be ranked as litera
ture. They served merely to keep alive the spark of literary
life which later burst into the flame that warmed the
hearts of Bryant, Longfellow, Emerson, Lowell and Holmes
The work of William Cullen Bryant received recognition
at home and abroad and today he is considered one of
America’s best and greatest poets. He has his English con
temporary in Wordsworth whom he markably resembles,
but from whom he differs in possessing the American qual
ity peculiar to himself. Henry W. Longfellow has perhaps
appealed to more individuals. ‘American and otherwise,
than any other poet. His subjects and his treatment of
them are not limited to any particular people, or to any
particular class, but they appeal to the human race. They
are cosmopolitan in their influence; they are universal in
their effects.
Ralph Waldo Emerson, while lacking unity and system
atized form, nevertheless contributes the thoughtful
meditative, scholarly ana philosophical element to Ameri
can literature. He also h^s withstood the ravages of time,
and he holds a place in literature which cannot be taken
from him.
James Russell Lowell and Oliver Wendell Holmes are
househojd names in America, and are admired and loved
everywhere. They are also universal in their influences,
and are acknowledged literateurs.
Among historians the name of George Bancroft stnads
foremost among the early American writers.
Literature in America has made a rapid pace in recent
years. Fiction has come forward and asserted itself to be
the popular idol. But as a most favorable indication of the
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progress of the American element, the subjects have grad
ually tended toward those of our own history, and the literatuie is rapidly becoming national. All American litera
ture, (we say “literature” because we contend that there
is one) must contain that national element to some extent
because it is written by Americans, bu the presence of that
distinctly American quality is becoming more and more
prominent. Among the recent writers of fiction in which
this fact is emphasized are S. Weir Mitchell, James Lane
Allen, Paul Leicester Ford, Winston Churchill and Mary
Johnston. These are the recent writers of the historic nov
el. There are also novelists who deal with the life and his
tory of certain
distinctively American
localities
—and with certain typical classes of people. Of
these are William Dean Howells, George W. Cable, Miss
Wilkins, James Lane Allen, and others. It remains for the
future, of course, to determine the lasting qualities of each
of these and to affix its seaJ upon the successful ones. But
they show today the tendency of American literature and
promise much for its future. As modern and typical poets,
we must not fail to mention Bret Harte, Eugene Field, and
James Whitcomb Riley, because they are purely American.
As essayists we have Charles Dudley Warner, Harry Thurs
ton Peck, Hamilton W. Mabie and .various others. .
Now all this is merely preliminary to our main argu
ment, which is this:
A literature is judged by the people and its effect upon
them. That is the best literature which appeals to the best
that is in man and whose influence inspires him to higher
things. That is the mission of literature. Moreover, its in
fluence must be far-reaching, universal. That literature
which may be read with equal pleasure and benefit by the
Englishman, the German, the Italian or the African, is the
literature that will live.
. Again, time is one of the greatest, if not the greatest,
test of the quality of literaure. Time is the judge of all
things, and particularly so of the intellectual products of a
nation.
Now we maintain that to both of these requirements
American literature responds. While possessing the quality
which makes it typically American, it is sufficiently cos
mopolitan to appeal to all nations. In point of time, it is,
of course, inferior to the literature of the world which has
preceded it. But the work of the early American writers
is as popular today as when it was written, and we believe
it will lose none of its worthin the future development of
the country.
When the plaintive wail goes up that there is no Amer
ican literature, let the dissatisfied, pessimistic individual
kindly consider that there have been but four hundred,
years of America, three hundred of which were necessary
to the settlement and growth of the country, which leaves
but one hundred in which to plant and cultivate the tree of
intellectual development. The production of literature
comes only after the condition of a nation has become fa
vorable for it. Compare the youth of America with the
age of Europe, and we find that the progress of Ameri- .
can literature has been marvelous. And it could not be
otherwise, impelled as it is by the strong, healthful wellbalanced intellects, the serious determination and splendid

energy of American people. We are in our infancy it is
true, but we are not ashamed of America’s youthful efforts,
for we believe they are the efforts of a prodigy.
KATHRYNE WILSON.
AN E L E C T IO N B E T .

Election day has passed and gone,
Bets have been made—some lost, some won.
The oddest wager e’er hit upon,
Was made in Missoula by Jones and Spohn.
’Twas not for greed or lust of gold,
This tale would then have never been toM;
A spirit of banter possessed the two,
And this is what they agreed to do:
Quoth Spohn,’ “If McKinley is elected,
And Mr. Bryan should be rejected,
I’ll decorate my old wheelbarrow
And give you a ride through town tomorrow.”
“All right,” said Jones, “I do assure ye, *
You can’t bluff a feller from old Missouri.
If you prove to be the winner
Then you shall ride, sure as I’m a sinner.”
Just as the sun was going down,
A strange procession crossed the town.
A gaily decked “barrow,” a curious load—
’Twas Spohn who pushed, and Jones that rode.
Jones held a dinner pail on high,
And tooted a horn as they passed by;
The youngsters followed them, of course,
And cheered McKinley till they were hoarse.
A mile was trudged before they parted;
They came right back to where they started;
Well satisfied with what they’d done—
They vowed they’d had a peck of fun.
Kind reader, the moral is quite plain:
If you would notoriety gain,
Never an opportunity miss
•
To make election bets like this.
—The Rhymster.
A KISS.

He asked the Miss what is a kiss
Grammatically defined.
“It is a conjunction, sir,” she said,
“And hence it cannot be declined.”

—Ex.

<N E X T R E M IS .

A fly lay bleeding and wet with gore,
Crushed on the bald man’s head,
But in dying he sprung this ghastly joke,
“I’m mashed on you,” he said

'—Ex.

T H E K A IM IN .

11
T H E ’V A R S I T Y STAGE.

T H E ANACONDA GA M E

(To the tune “Old Oaken Bucket.)

The Kaimin was purposely delayed a few days this
onth with the intention of printing an article descriptive

How thick in the fall is the mud of Missoula
As forth to the college the student must go,
The rain and the snow and the swift blowing zephyrs,
And ev’ry old thing that we don’t care to know.
The smooth running wheel that has often stood by us,
Now sticks in the mud and the mire of the way.
And we hail with delight the white coveied wagon,
Yes, e’en the rude carriage that some called a dray.

the football game with Anaconda, which failed so ausciously to materialize. (We believe, however, that it was
>t only the game which failed to materialize!) In order
nit our readers may not be disappointed, we will attem pt
i give as graphic a description of the game as circumances will permit.
The game was called promptly at 2 G. M. and the ’Varty kicked off—not the head of an Anaconda man—but
le pig-skin, which was conceded by the spectators to be a
;artless proceeding, as the poor pig was thus left devoid
: its bristly exterior drapery. The skin flew to a distance
: some ten feet when it was grabbed by a long haired
ant from the smelter city and carried some four feet beire the seven-footer was grabbed by one of his superfluous
set by little Heckler, and thrown violently in the direction
: the centre of gravity, from which recumbeni position he
died to arise. An examination by an attendant physician
jvealed the fact that his heart was broken by the humil.tion. A substitute was found and the game proceeded,
fter various dashes and tacklings, conglomerate pilingsp, groans and grunts, mingled with screams from the
leechers, the Anaconda’s succeeded in dragging the skin
p to within sixty feet of the goal, when Ward got posseson of it, ducked his head and lit out, only hitting the
igh places with the tip of his toe~and covering the width
f the field in three leaps, while the Anaconda’s came barklg at his heels and reached him just as he vanished over
le line, scoring a touchdown. The goal was kicked just
s time was called, and while the Anacondas regained their
>st atmosphere on the soft, pebbles of the field, the ’Varsii boys went over to the bleachers and pinned their colors
n the blue-eyed, golden haired spectators, occasionally inulging in a foot race around the gridiron, to work off
ome superfluous energy.
At the beginning of the second half, the Anacondas
ame up with blood in their eyes—also on other portions of
heir physiognomy—and looked fiercely through the daubs
f real estate on their capacious, countenances. This time
maconda kicked, and Sloan went down with another st
ack of the heart, from which he quickly rallied however,
nd in his excitement grabbed Craig and started with him
oward the goal. Realizing his mistake after a few steps,
e dropped his burden and threw himself on top of a pile
:icking extremities, which was in his way, and sustained
. severe concussion of the eyeball, also the loss of two
eeth. Berry got the skin however, and pinning it upon the
agged edge of his collar bone, made off down the gridiron
oward the poles. He deliberately walked over an Anaconda
nan who happened to get in his way, and while the intererence kept the opponents back by their annihilating
dances, Berry made another touchdown, and Allard kickid goal by an application of calf skin to the pig skin. The
•eferee kindly called time at this point, and the contest
;nded with the ’Varsity yell.

K. C. W.

.

CHORUS:
Oh, the ’Varsity stage! Yes, the bumpity stage!
Yes, the white covered wagon that some called a dray!
How glad thiough the swift blowing storm we’d receive it
If percehed on the step we beheld it approach,
Not a whole shining dollar would teir.pt us-to leave it,
It would carry us as safe as the queen in her '•oach.
But alas! ’tis removed from this loved situation,
And tears of regret will unconsciously stray,
As sadly we look at our college location,
And sigh for the carnage that some called a dray.
CHORUS.
Oh, the ’Varsity stage! Yes, the bumpity stage!
Yes, the white covered wagon that some called a dray'

“Hike there waiters;
’Steen big beers;
We’re the school
Of Engineers! ! !
Bevil gears
Devil gears,
W’at t’ ’ell
Engineers! !

!
—Ex.

A B O Q U E T.

If the students all do as well as their board of editors
have done on their paper. The Kaimin, they are hustlers
out there in the west.—Ex.
When girls are only babies
Their mothers quite insist
That they by us—
Against our wills—
Be kissed, kissed, kissed.
But when those girls
Are sweet eighteen,
Their mammas say we shan’t;
And tho’ we’d like to kiss them,
We can’t, can’t, can’t.

■—Ex.
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The neighbors called him a naughty little man,
A bad little man, a wicked little man,
A very naughty, wicked little, bad, bad, man,
’Cause he didn’t go to church on Sunday.

BEFORE AND AFTER.

Before she said she would be his,
He brought her flowers and fruit,
And with sweet words and love-sick looks,
He bravely pressed his suit.
She said him “yea,” and they are wed
And have three babes to boot,
And now whene’er he would look neat,
’Tis she must press his suit.
—Life.
TWO

P R O FE S S IO N S .

HE.
“You ne’er can object to my arm round your waist,
And the reason you’ll readily guess;
I’m an editor, dear, and I always insist
On the ‘Liberty of the Press.’ ”
SHE.
“I’m a minister’s daughter, believing in texts,
And I think all the newspapers bad;
And I’d make you remove your arm, were it not
You were making the waist places glad.”
—G. E. Throop.
A CHARACTER SKETCH.

Man is like unto a kerosene lamp:
He isn’t especially bright;
He’s often turned down, usually smokes,
And frequently goes out at night.
—Ex.
Grandma—“What are you doing in the pantry, Billy?”
Billy—“Oh, I’m just putting away^ a few things.”
A letter from Omdurman says that the imposing build
ings of the Gordon Memorial college at Khartoum are al
most completed, but that the preparations for putting them
to practical use are still in their very early stages. At pres
ent the principal cause of delay is the difficulty in finding
teachers.—Lantern.
There was a naughty Mr.,
Who hugged a girl and K r..
At which she took flight,
And so the next night
This naughty Mr. Kr. Sr.
—Round Table.
A J E W E L OF A GIRL.

The girl I love has golden hair,
A rippling, silvery laugh,
And when she talks, her ruby lips
Are oft disposed to chaff.
Her eyes like diamonds will shine,
Long lashes underneath,
And this sweet jewel of a girl
Has also pearly teeth!
A

J IN G L E .

Once upon a time there lived a little man,
A fat little man, a funny little man,
A very little, funny little, fat old man,
Who didn’t go to church on Sunday.

The preacher said, “You’ll go to hell,
To a big black hell, to a brimstone hell,
To a big, black, boiling, brimstone hell,
If you don’t go- to church on Sunday.”
But the same little man—he had a little sou,l
A very small soul, a mighty small soul;
Just the weentiest, teentiest, speck of a soul,
That didn’t see much in a Sunday.
But the same little soul was on the right road,
The straight little road, the narrow little road;
It took no room and carried no load
And it traveled all day Sunday.
And when it came, at the close of day,
To the tight little wicket at the end of the way,
It slipped through the bars and went whistling awaj
To the place where they don’t keep Sunday.
—Silver and Gold.
He hovered around her and watched her eyes,
And hung on each musical word,
And she was aware of his stifled sighs,
And the throbs of his heart she heard.
And though nothing was said between these two,
He knew she knew that he knew she knew.
-

—Ex.

NOT MANY.

Breathes there a man with soul so dead
Who never to himself has said,
As he stubbed his toe against the bed;
“____ | _____ I I_____ t | t_____ I ! M ”

—Ex

o s a ls 0

Hurrah for McKinley!

Alas for Bryan!

Ed Williams is able to begin, work again.
Recently George Farrell paid Butte a short visit.
Miss Caroline Cronkrite intends spending the winter ii
Butte.
Charlie Allard has registered as a student of the Un*
versity.

Miss Towne of Dillon, has entered the preparatory de
partment.

Read the Kaimin advertisements and patronize the ad
vertisers.
Fred Anderson who was on the survey has returned to
continue his colege work.
Don’t give Hugh Sloane taffy. He is minus two teeth
and would have to swallow it.

Miss Jeanette Rankin has been confined to her room
with tonsilitus for several days.
There is a “moose” at large among the preps, which
looks good to certain masculine eyes.
ing cheer. Though the fracture has just begun to knit, B en
ry fully expects to play on Thanksgiving day.
The skating rink which has been prepared on the west
side of the Science hall will soon be in use.
Purple and green with a dash of pink relieved by white
is the latest style in colors at the University.
At the club dance recently, did every one dance the
medley with her escort, or the one she liked best.
Hurra! Laurence Heckler, our champion orator and
dandy foot ball player has returned. Beware Bozeman!
When O. J. Berry appeared for the first time since his
accident on the football grounds he was greeted by a rousAt chapel recently Mr. Russell, paster of the Christian
church made a very interesting and instinctive address.
Three tennis courts have been put in firstclass shape
and all thanks is due to the directors of the Athletic asso
ciation.
YOU MAY BURN THE BUILDINGS AND KILL TDE
FACULTY, BUT YOU MUST NOT LEAVE YOUR WRAPS
IN THE HALLS.
The Clarkia literary society has made a marked im
provement this year. The form of program has been chang
ed somewhat, and Dicken’s works are being taken up.
Sue Lewis has undertaken the arduous task of pack
ing Mr. Douglass’ bones, which will be forwarded to him at
Princeton, as he finds it inconvenient to exist without them
Through the kindness of Superintendent Hamilton and
J. G. McKay of Hamilton, F. Bean has been secured as
coach for the football team; and arrangements have been
made for the annual game with Bozeman on Thanksgiving
day.
Laurence Ebert has returned to his home in Tacoma,
Washington, and expects to enter the Oregon university.
In the spring he intends taking a trip to Alaska, and if he
does visit the north, has promised to remember the biolog
ical students in the way of specimens.
A mass meting of the young ladies’ foot ball society
and the University teams -was called to meet Mr. Bean who
made a straightforward and earnest address which was
greatly appreciated. William Murphy also spoke a few
words of encouragement to the students.
Tea, coffee and cocoa are now served in Prof. Elrod’s

lot. Students should not drink the same thing every day,
because they would become disproportioned, and what we
are striving for in this institution is a sound education or,
in other words, development on all sides.
—WARD WILCOX—
—STAGE LINE.—
Leave Missoula Sunday 9 a. m., reach Lo Lo 11 a. m.
Leave Lo Lo 4 p. m., reach Missoula 11 a. m. School teach
ers and one year boarding school girls half price. Regular
Price 50 cents. Delays not included.
Miss Mildred Corbin entertained a few friends at her
home on East Front street. The evening was pleasantly
spent in games and other amusements. Those present were:
Margaret Ronan, Anabel Ross, Sadie Beckwith, Evelyn
Polleys, and Gill Mills, George Greenwood, Charlie Mar
shall, Ed Corbin, Hugh Sloane and Roland Mier.
Hattie Rankin entertained her friends at a whist party.
Gill Mills and Stella Curtis won the prizes which were
pretty posters. Those present were: Margaret Ronan, Sadie
Smallhausen, Sadie Beckwith, Stella Curtis (of Helena)
Evelyn Polleys, Zetta Yerrick, Nina Graham and Hugh
Graham, Hugh Sloane, W. Dickinson. H. Polleys. George
Greenwood, Elmer Woodman, Charlie Marshall, Will Craig,
Paul Reinhard, Wellington Rankin and Gill Mills.
A society whose object is the encourag3irent of ath
letics has been organized by the U. of M. girls. Jeanette
Rankin was elected president. This association intends to
create more enthusiasm (as if it were necessary) for foot
ball, tennis, and. basket ball. The boy with the tin horn will
be nowhere when the sweet-voiced girls give vent to
their feelings by lifting up their sopranos, altos, and con
traltos in one mighty falsetto.
Charlie Marshallentertained his friends at a whist par
ty, which developed into a political meeting and finally
into a circus. Those present were: Anabel Ross, Margaret
Ronan, Ona Sloane, Bessie Clynick, Hattie Rankin, Sadie
Beckwith, Sadie Smallhausen, Mildred Corbin, Dorothy and
Evelyn Polleys, Zetta Yerrick and Hugh Sloane, Hugh Gra
ham, F. Dodge, Gill Mills, Gill Heyfron. H. Polleys. Leo
Greenough, Will Craig, Paul Reinhard, Will Beck, George
Greenwood and Willie Dickinson.
Some kindly disposed person who feels.the burden of
wealth, should erect a hospital on the campus for the recep
tion of our wounded football heroes, the number of which
has been larger than ever before. Though this may seem
discouraging, it really is not, since it shows that the boys
are playing harder and are mare enthusiastic than former
ly. Ben Stewart was the first to r eet with .-an accident. He
fractured a bone in his right h nd, Ed Wiliams broke his
arm in two places, Westby had his nose in plaster Paris for
awhile and Berry was laid up in the hospital with a broken
collar bone.
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